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itis a matter of pride for me to write few lines 
fora person who is well known both in academic and 
social circles. A physician par execellance, Dr Bhatia 
has been able to deliver his religio-cultural message 
through these short stories on Gurmat studies in 
such a brilliant way that readers would stir as they 
proceed. The language is very simple, yet piercing 
and is very well described, yet !n a precise manner. 
It car) be termed as acollection of knowledge for the 
knowledged. This is a wonderful transformation of 
every day clinical experiences being documented 
as short stories where traditional life style has been 
kept preserved, human character is duly respected 
and religion has been suggested to be brought 
forward as a force where ever there is any real 
threat to the humanistic expression, His simple and 
clear expression successfully keeps the readers 
enthrilled and spell-bound through out the text. 


Or. Sukhbinder Singh 
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RIZK 


“Are you here for interview ?" 

"Yes. and you too ?" 

"Yeg |" 

" | have done my M.A. only this year, but my family 
circumstances have forced me to look for a job. You appear tobe 
much senior in age. When did you pass your M.A. ?" 

"Yes, | did it much earlier and then joined |.F Sin 
Norway." 

“Then are you Sardar Harinder Singh Khalsa 2" 

"Yes, you have recognised me correctly." 

With this, the girl got up from her seat and moved to 
where other candidates were sitting apparently to share her 
discovery with them. A few minutes later the group came to 
Khaisaji, offered their salutations and turned to leave. 

“Has the interview been cancelled ?" asked Khalsaji, 
Surprised. 

"Sir, the interview is certainly being held but you are the 
fittest candidate, and, in fact the only deserving one. For this 
reason none of us will appear for interview." 

"But you just said that you need this job so badly ...." 

“But far greater is your....." 

“But for my sake why do you...... ae 

"For you we can offer even our lives. Have we no duty 
towards one who can sacrifice his job and prestigious position for 
a cause and his community ?" 

Khalsaji's heart overflowed with emotion. Through his 
wet eyes he could him self feel ten feet tall. But the unique will 
remain unique. Khalsaji expressed his deep gratitude to them all. 
and requested them not to miss the interview, onthe plea that he 
himself hac already been promised another job. With this abundant 
evidence of his generosity Khalsaji left the place. Everybody 
bowed his head to this lion-hearted brave Singh of the Guru. The 
atmosphere in the room was filled with warmth and reverence. 

With God's grace there is no dearth of jobs. It is a 
differcnt matter however that the search still continues. 
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OMNIPRESENT HE IS 


| have a fairly wide social circle of like-minded tnends, 
who exchange visit quite frequently. One of them, Jasbir, was 
blessed with a son. To pay obeisance and to seek His 
Benedictions, he arranged a function for Path and Kirtan from Sri 
Guru Granth Sahib; this was followed by Guru Ka Langar. | had 
very close family relations with Jasbir. So. | reached his house 
a little earlier to help him in the arrangements. On a casual 
enquiry he disclosed a few details of the proposed programme: 
"You know, Langar is being prepared by Jammu Tent House, 
under hygeinic conditions, My granny (grand-mother) will be 
reciting Hukamnama from Holy Guru Granth Sahib Ji, and | shall 
be accompanying my father in Kirtan." 

“Will you be performing Kirtan yourself ? My dear, you 
could have hired some Ragi (Professional). Such miserliness !" 

"Itis not a question of miserliness or saving money. He 
has blessed us with His grace and happiness. Is it not our duty 
to hold a thanks-giving ceremony in the typically sikh tradition by 
personal involvement?" After a pause he said, "Okay, tell me just 
one thing. The irresstible way and the affection with which your 
child can press his demand, can anyone else do that ? No. 
Analogically a priest who has no other motivation than his own 
personal gains uses a mechanical and superficial language 
(when asked) to convey: our prayer. Do you think, it will be 
granted by Him—our Father, the Almighty ? | personally feel, it 
will not be. | am afraid, we may even annoy our Guru. | give you 
another example. If your son's demand for a locket is conveyed 

to you through one of his friends and not by himself, how would 
you react ? You may get annoyed with him." 

Jasbir's arguement carried weight. His talk was simple 
but frank; that is why | was feeling difficulty in acknowledging all 
thal Jasbir said, but in my heart of hearts | agreed with him. In 
an atmosphere of self realisation, my cardiac lips cracked a 
voice, “Guru Sahib, as our Father calls upon us directly for his 
benediction, but, like an unlucky son, we always bring in a third 
person to forward our request for a divine dialogue. We do not 
feel within, His existence. His Name and His Gurbani". Jasbir’ Ss 
advice is every Sikh's need. ----0)- 
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RAMA IN EVERYONE 


it is not a matter of the state only, but it concerns every 
person because of the changing political and personal scenario. 
In fact all were interested in a solution to Punjab problem; 
whether it was a matter of personal, political, humanitarian or 
national concern. And.yet, a final solution was never enunciated; 
possibly bacause of certain legal or political lacunae. After the 
commissions to solve the problem failed ; a retired Supreme 
Court Judge, who was known for his qualities of prudence, 
calibre, decision taking abilities, and who would never compromise 
with imparting justice, even if pressurised by religious, social, 
personal or relational values, was selected as 'One man 
commission." And it was made clear that his decision would be 
final and binding. 

The commission started functioning. Sardar Sahib—the 
commission—worked in systematic way, by touring, meeting 
people and making on the spot inspection to review every 
situation personally. The target date of completion was postponed 
for three months, keeping in view that the period earmarked for 
the required work time to be short. All were waiting, looking 
forward to the decision of the commission. Shortage of time was 
felt again and the commission sought another extension, which 
was granted. Six months without any outcome ; And then all of 
a sudden, Sardar Sahib sought premature exit, before the final 
report was submitted. When contacted, he expressed the opinon, 
"Before starting the work | was of the view that I shall be able to 
decide the matter judiciously on the basis of language. But being 
an executive Justice myself, as and when | involved myself 
deeply into the problem to further understand it, | could conclude 
before hand at every step that | shall not be able to do what is 
expected of me i.e., | will not be able to decide that this division 
can take place. | shall not be able to perform what is required ; 
since no border can ever be erected here on the basis of 
ianguage, that is why | have left this in between..." 

"Is.it giving up half way not against your prestige ?" 

It appeared as if these words hit like a shot in his chest. 
And he immediately agreed to submit the final report, that too, 
within a limited period of fifteen days. The government was 
happy at it's achievement. Sardar Sahib was thankful to God in 
his daily routine life. The News media went into full swing, 
publishing the report from different angles and presenting varying 
points of view. The game of lost and found in news came to an 
end. At last, the stipulated period of fifteen days elapsed. The 
final report was submitted by Sardar Sahib in a closed file with 
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an important note. 

On questioning, he explained, "| have come to the 
conclusion after a major toil that the division is not feasible onthe 
basis of any criteria, what to talk of language. In fact the image 
of the creator surfaces truly in every creature. Whom shall | own 
and whom disown? It is indeed a tough exercise." 

The report was ultimately opened by the leaders/ 
representatives of the government. The decision was condensed 
in just two lines, " All human hearts beat in tune with Him." 


"Doctor, could you please accompany me ? My Ram is 
very sick." 

. Doctor hurriedly, acted on the request of the gentleman. 
As they arrived at his place they found that the patient was lying 
in a dirty bed, gasping and waiting for the healer to come. 

The Doctor examined the patient, and suspected him to 
be suffering from acute pneumonitis. He prescribed some 
medicines and realising the gravity of the disease, advised for 
hospitalisation also. Financial problems compelled the parents 
to treat the patient at home. Money was arranged and medicines 
were procured with a lot of difficulty. However Ram breathed his 
last even before the first dose of the medicines could be given. 
Pindrop silence pervailed. Doctor felt sorry and expressed his 
condolance and to accept the Lords wili. All the family members 
accepted the divine order. Ram’s father submitted to His will and 
accepted the fact, Ram was no more. But Ram’s mother could 
not reconcile that her son was dead. Wailing she was repeating, 
“They are all ignorant, fools,. They tell me Ram is no more now. 
How is this ? How can Rama die ? Rama cannot die, Rama is 
omnipresent, Rama exists in us all," 

“But mother, listen to me; there is a lot of difference 
between your Ram and the Rama." 

seen Difference ? What are you talking about ? There is 
no difference at all. For me, there is no difference as Rama is 
one, the only one He is." 

People apprehended that she had lost her mind. Others 
opined that she had reached a state of perfection and that she 
felt that there was no dichotomy between the Creator and His 
creation. The mother saw her son Ram and the Rama stanaing 
together as one. 
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GENEROSITY 


While sitting on a village platform, the village Baniya 
crossed swords with one of the elected members of Panchayat 
(Panch) during normal conversation, the latter remarked, "You 
people simply beat about the bush. You see these Akalis have 
been the prime factor in dividing the Sikh community ; you 
yourself see, a few are Nirankaris, a few Radhasoamis and yet 
many belong to Congress." 

"...but Lala Ji, that is political gossip, what you are 
saying none of these have any linkage to religion." 

"No link ! What are you saying ! There is certainly a link. 
It is only these weaknesses of yours that have proved a major 
obstacle in the development of the country. Look at this Sheru. 
What has he achieved ?" Pointing towards a scheduled caste 
boy, "His father died while skinning the dead animals ; and now, 
he too, is engaged." At this, the Panch interrupted Lala ji saying, 
"O Lala Ram Narain, you are bent upon discussing only politics, 
then listen to me clearly. What to talk of this, the Sikh community 
has upgraded and accepted many Shervus as part and parcel of 
Sikh community. It is only your political parties, which have 
created a lacuna to provide them a separate and special status 
as ’Harijans’. Our community has been the most generous. Do 
you want a practical proof ? Here it is. Can you tell me who is our 
priest at the village Gurdwara ? It is better known to you; after all 
you do live inthe same village. And he happens to be a Ramdasia 
Sikh. ts it not ?" 

"Yes, yes of course." 

"And can you tell me, who gives company on Tabla to the 
‘Kirtani Singhs ?’ ‘Jeet’ son of Shingara Singh; if ! am not 
mistaken, he is from a Marasi family." 

"Is it clear to you now ?" 

"Yes, of course, it is quite clear and | am satisfied ; | have 
understood. ‘Lala ji, you see, we have pleasure to have our priest 
from the so-called Harijans, as our equal brethren. If you boast 
of your strength, then you better be courageous and comforth to 
install Mr. Sheru as your priest in your temple. Let the whole 
- world see to it;” 

While it was clear that defeat was almost staring in his 
face, he decided to accept it. He touched the teet of the Panch 
immediately. In fact, accepting the defeat, was his victory and 
thereby the victory of the humanity as a whole. 

astoryieee 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji eLibrary 


NamdhariElibrary@ gmail.com 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji eLibrary 


MONEY MARS THE MAN 


On the persistant request of my son, | had to go to attend 
parents-teacher meeting in his school. | enquired about my 
ward, his interest in studies and other activities. | went to see his 
headmaster too before returning home. | happened to see Giani 
Ji face to face, while | was coming out of the school gate. We 
greeted each other Guru's Fateh. This was followed by short 
stopover for personal talk. 

"Sir, have you been trusted with duties at school’s 
Gurdwara?" 

"No, No, here | have joined as a teacher to primary 
section along with ‘'Gurmat training’ for higher classes." 

Neel that means you have become a school teacher !" 

"Is there something wrong in that ? Your surprise would 
have been genuine if, after leaving a police inspector’s job, | had 
accepted cheating or robbery as my profession." 

"But you were the head priest .." 

"So what ! It makes no difference to me. Serving Him in 
the holy place | used to get a chance to meet and interact with 
His adult devotees—students while here the pupils are children. 
Perhaps, children can be tackled more easily." 

"Of course, you are right sir," was the reply with a nod 
and this is how we took leave of each other. But the incident as 
a whole virtually reminded me all that happened with Giani ji like 
a Kaleidoscope on a video film. 

Giani ji was the head priest in the Gurdwara in our lane. 
Leading a perfect life style, measured speech, thorough in 
service to Guru Granth Sahib and cautioning those irrespective 
of who they may be, If they were interfering with or going against 
religious tradition. . 

As it happened, Gurdwara election brought forward it’s 
new president, who used to wear spotless white clothes, a tall 
starched turban and a stylish spondilytic neck while paying 
respects to Guru Granth Sahib. To celebrate his victory and 
make the head priest realise his status as president, he asked 
Giani ji to.read his name alongwith the amount of money being 
presented before Guru Maharaj in the morning prayer—Ardas. 
To express his point of view the head priest said: "Sir, | serve you 
but as the Guru's devotee, only through Sangat. By belief and 
religious duty, | suggest that there is no need of reading your 
name and the amount being presented He knows, what is . 
happening around These are all basically His gifts to us, therefore, 
we need not do ali this slating ; rather pray for selfless service 
during your presidentship which will be much more satistying in 
ay 
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| 
the Ardas. That should and edialaut the occasion. However, | 
shall read the money without disclosing the amount. And it willbe 
more appropriate to mention your Haine as His servant rather 
than Mentloning you as president... 
..Inthat case, someone else shall be taking the charge 
of your duty, “ remarked the hauty president. 

Accepting his verdict, Giani Ji left the Gurdwara silently. 
None of the office bearers dared to stop him even formally. 
Nevertheless, many of the devotees felt bad about it. 

So much so that the shoe house keeper (Sevadar) who 
was deeply perturbed, was consoled by Giani Ji, 'Guru Maharaj 
has not silenced them ; rather allowed them not to freely vent 
their feelings. Money makes the mare go" My heart longs for my 
Guru, His grace; therefore, | shall always remain in His service. 
For me no person is above my Guru. Guru darshan has been my 
duty and fundamental right, so shall continue my visit to Gurdwara, 
twice a day, uninterrupted. With these remarks, he left the place 
in his unique style, unmoved and yet fully absorbed in Him. He 
became a source of inspiration for all. 

in a dynamic move, Sangat exerted it’s authority and 
changed all the working committee of the Gurdwara, the very 
next day. 

---(0--- 


DEVOTION 


Whenever | visited Gurdwara, | considered my visit to be 
complete only if | could go and enjoy free food from the common 
kitchen (Langar). After paying my respects to Sri Guru Granth 
Sahib, | went to the Langar-Hall. | sat down among others and 
served Parshada. If the vegetable was not available, pickle was 
served with instead. That was also an indication that Da/too had 
finished, or was not ready yet. | gazed at the long red chilly 
served as pickle. The length and the colour of the chilly frightened 
me. | exclaimed "Oh Lord. | had come with a fondle desire to 
"enjoy the food from the free kitchen of yours, but my delicate 
stomach could not digest chillies and that if | ate the chilly pickle, 
| shall fall sick." 

His blessing consoled me and the next moment after 
uttering Waheguru ji ki Fateh | ate the pickle. "Please take tea 
also’ urged the Sewadar. "Thank you sir, Could you afford to give 
me one more parshada instead?" 

The demand request was instantly complied with but the 
Sewadar was puzzled. He was found struggling to find the 
answer. "The very same man who stared at the red chilly with fear 
was now busy eating the second one with so much relish." ---Q--- 
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DIFFICULT DECISION 


False universe, false people, and false environments. 
This is what the picture in reality exists at the present time. Every 
immoral thing is taking place in this dark age (Kalyug). Despite 
being illegitimate, people try and demonstrate the wrong things 
to be genuine. That is why, perhaps accepting His presence in all 
of His creatures has become difficult for us to comprehend. And 
yet, keeping in view our social obligations, we accept the untruth 
against our wishes. In this context it would be pertinent to refer 
to Chhinda’s son, who was known as Kishna among his friends. 
Inspite of general trend of atheism—this young boy uneffactedly 
remained in tune with his Creater. Being of lower caste, social 
restrictions and narrow mindedness of the upper castes prevented 
him, however, from going into the temple. But full of love for his 
lord, Krishna, tried to fulfil Kishna, his long cherished desire to 
meet Him. On one occasion he started following the devotees on 
their way to the temple. But misfortune did not spare him there 
even at temple doorstep. He was recognised by the devotees 
and his only exercise to meet Him was foiled by the’ so called 
social, religious and civilised devotees and he felt like a hunted ° 
animal in the net of worshippers. There was a lot of hue and cry. 
Some felt that piety of the temple has been jeopardised; others 
showed concern about wastage of prayer time in such a useless 
affair and yet there were many to who desired casteism. And 
then suddenly, the leading " Devotees" were transformed into 
militants and in the name of 'Krishan-devotion,’ they started 
showering abuses, and blows on the innocent child. Even the 
weakest of the weak did not fail to participate as if this was a part 
of his duty. Perhaps, all this was being done to please Lord 
Krishna. This was followed by anonymous calls, "Don’t waste 
time, lets go inside ; It is precious time for prayer." This led the 
battalion of devotees into the temple. Flushed with "victory", 
everybody wore a broad smile on his face. They had done a great 
job by preventing pollution of the Sanctum Sanctorum. The 
victory was a symbol of achieving His Darshan. Alas ! Lord 
Krishna was not in the temple. He had, in fact, stepped outside 
to join His deciple Kishna-consoling, luring, supporting and 
caring. One could imagine that the scene was a comprehensive 
exhibition of the degree of devotion of a unique order. Krishna 
was weeping, while Krishan-Leela was in it’s full swing as Lord 
Krishna was found busy in caring and pleasing His Krishna in a 
similar way as He did please Sudama. This wonderful visual did 
leave spiritual effects on the Universe, where one could actually 
realise as if human kind had been left far behind humanity. But 
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for devotees, the devotion was at it's peak, in their effort to 
submerge into Him at a place where He actually engaged. He 
had abandened them and had instead busied Himself in setving 
His true devotee Krishna. This Krishna of my imagination is only 
an expression of His personality and gives an opportunity to 
have a spiritual sense of His feel and nothing else. 

| wish, this vision-the spiritual one should always ramain 
screened on my cerebral ophthalamics. | am, however, unable to 
decide before whom should | bow—Lord Krishna—The Creator 
or the Kishna—His Creation. 

dessa lieas Oecese4 


THOSE WHO DESERVE 


“Come on brother, let me take you to my Guru for NAM. 

"Leave it yar, What's the fun ? Is there any real 
achievement ?" "Oh yes. Why not ? What so ever shall you 
demand, you will.." 

"...but why do not you fulfill your own..?" 

"...You leave out my part. | assure you that you will have 
your wish fulfilled. Overcome by greed, | accompanied him to his 
Dera. | am not sure weather throughmis high connections or my 
high status but we did receve an appointment on priority. After 
formal introduction and on my friend’s recommendation his Guru 
Ji turned round to me and said; “Ask what you want.?" | replied, 
“will you give me what | want." "Try me" said the Guru. 

"| want your spiritual seat (Gaddi)". My demand deeply 
perturbed my friend. So was his Guru unnerved. It appeared to 
me as if | had asked for the very life of the fake Guru. 

Realising the gravity of the situation, the matter was 
hushed up to coverup his apprehension. He ordered, "Get them 
cold drinks please ; After all they have come in parching heat." 

And that gave achance to my friend. He virtually dragged 
me out. Hidding his nervousness he settled for a glass of water 
After taking he said that he had some important work with the 
Maharaj which may take some time and suggested that ! go back 
alone. 

Change was evident in his voice. Feeling and 
understanding his predicament | said that if my demand was too 
much, | was prepared to take it back.. 

"Look, my friend, | have been called by my Guru and we shall 
meet again." So much so, without looking into my eyes he left in a hurry, 
saving his skin like a rat who escaped from the jaws of a cat, runs into 
his hole not daring to come out of it again. 

ssecese Q------- 
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REAL SAINT 


Kalyug air of selfishness, superficiality and ego was at 

_ it’s full swing even during the days of Guru Sahiban. The so 
called enemies and backbiters of Guru- Ghar and those trying to 
bring themselves at par with Guru-Ghar through their futile 
exercises and malpractices, can well be spotted even today, 


much like the false Gurus who occupied twenty two seats at | 


Baba Bakala after the untimely demise of Guru Hri Krishan. 
There are many who pose as spiritual persons and can well be 
found busy in exploiting innocent people by using Guru Nanak’'s 
name. All that glitters is not gold is an old saying ; but let me state 
that gold may not glitter always and one may still meet a true 
saint. Such saints are always engaged in serving and guiding 
innocent people, within His framework of living, bringing them in 
tune with Him. They always lead a life as His servants, advising 
and motivating all their followers to try to live in His Order and 
would not restrain to caution those, who try to disobey Him. No 
doubt, rare gems of such qualities to uplift the downtrodden and 
spiritual clearance of worldly people are born after centuries. 
And ignorants like many of us, would keep their under-garments, 
shoes, scraff, walking sticks etc., for our personal motives and 
gains. We manage to run our Deras but being hollow within, try 
to use Guru Nanak’s name to exploit and attract people. These 
false saints have rich conections in the society, who would hang 
around for their personal gain. True saints do not need such 
dramaties. The,real saints cannot remain unnoted. Their unique 
style of life and preaching God’s name automatically surface to 
inspire the people around. Such a true saint is being described 
here, who cautions one of his followers as he tries to become 
informal and exhileit his superficial grandeur. 

Repair work of a Gurdwara was going on under the 
supervision of the saint. Plenty of his followers were engaged in 
this pious work as devoted Sikhs, without any daily wages. Free 
truck service, donated bricks and crushed stone was a routine. 
Guru Ka Langar from free kitchen was available round the clock. 
A feeling to take part in the service did arise in Rajinder but was 
maligned with a profit. He thought of serving in such a fashion 
that his services are recognised and appreciated inperson by the 
saint himself and he gets honour of Siroppain general assembly 
(Sangat), as is quite prevalent in most of the Deras. He brought 
a truck loaded with Ghee-tins and ordered for it’s deloading near 
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the lawn where the saint was enjoying his evening walk. As the . 
saint happened to see, he remarked, “What is going on, my 
dear?" . 

"Sir the basic material-ghee for the kitchen..... 

" _..Kitchen.....but the kitchen is on the other side ! " 

"Oh, | am sorry sir, | thought perhaps it is..." But he was 
interrupted by the saint immediately-the remarks dustered down 
all the superficial distemper of false fame and name, “My dear 
Rajinder Singh, it appears that you are mistaken in the belief that 
the Tenth Guru's free kitchen has only depended on you". 

This left Rajinder totally dismayed and speechless. He 
fell down at saint’s feet immediately accepted his folly and 
sought the saint’s forgiveness. 

"My dear you shall not achieve anything by suppliating 
before me. | have no power to forgive you. Only He, the 
compassionate, may forgive you. Go to His sanctum sanctatorum 
- bow before Him, submit yourself, rub your nose on the ground 
and pledge not to ever commit such a folly in future, lest your 
generations....." Halted the bitter sentence further as the saint 
controlled his tongue. 

This gives graphical sketch of a real saint in life, having 
deep sense of love and respect for His Master and Guru-Ghar. 

How many saints does one find in contemporary times ? 

Possible reply is, "Perhaps there are many frames of 
clocks, good looking watch dials but only a few keep accurate 
time." 

Hoses 0----- 


IN LOVE WITH HIM 


Dr Rolfred of the United Nations was here for a three 
month tour. Just three days after his joining the Department, 
members of the staff started cultivating him to influence him. 
After initial formalities, the visitor started receivihg formal 
invitations to meals etc. Every day there was a new plan to 
prepare for a get - together. However, Jasmail Singh was an 
exception to this. He never went beyond formal greeting with his 
boss and never took liberty of the Doctor’s leniency. 

Informality took a new turn at a meeting today. The topic, 
quite different from the routine, was religion. Dr Rolfred first 
briefly discussed about his own religion and expressed his desire 
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to know about other faiths 

It appeared that the ill minds of Kalyug had started 
blowing. One of the subordinates suggested that to know more, 
"you kindly accompany me to see a friend who has been in close 
touch with a saint Shri 1008..." 

Another colleague interrupted saying, "You come with 
me sir, | shall take you to a head priest of the main temple near 


my house; he is a learned person and shall..... 

Yet another butted in, "| shall take you to the Dera which 
| visit regularly; you will be fully satisified." 

The discussion disgusted Jasmail Singh, he started 
preparing to leave for his house. Dr Rolfred was quite astonished 
at his behaviour; he could not resist himself and asked, "What 
happened Jasmail Singh ? Where are you going ?" 

"Sir, hope you would excuse me . | am planning to go 
home. Since | am neither acquainted with any priest nor do | visit 
any Dera, | simply go to His House as His humble servant. | am 
afraid if | opt to take you there, you will not be entertained as a 
privilaged guest, neither will you get any preferential treatment. 
No soft cushions to sit on or sumptuous meals to enjoy. And, 
unlike other places, you will have to stand in the queue for paying 
respects and sit among the congregation (Sangat) for getting 
your presence marked in His register and listen to the spiritual 
hymns (Kirtan) and eat from free kitchen of the Guru (Guru ka 
Langar), without any feeling of envy or distinction of caste, 
colour or creed as among brethren. Sir, if you are willing, | shall 
be happy to take you there. But before you say yes, let me make 
it clear sig; that unlike proposals made by my colleagues, this 
shall only be a programme of morning—the ambrosial hour when 
the individual soul is best attuned to the Supreme Being." 

Realising that Jasmail Singh’s point had impressed the 
learned Doctor, One could not help requesting the boss, "At what 
time should | collect you sir, in the morning ?" Mr Gupta offered 
himself to please the Doctor. The good Doctor declined Mr 
Gupta’'s invitation with thanks. 

The very next morning, Dr Rolfred was seated in the 
Sangat, enjoying of Kirtan even before Jasmail arrived there. 
Since then, till his last day of stay in India, every mornigg of Dr 
Rolfred used to start with morning after paying his respects inthe 
Gurdwara. ° 
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THAKUR Jl 


( 

"Sat Sri Akal Doctor ji." 

"Sat Sri Akal ji. What a surprise ? How the police has 
come into my clinic ? There must be some emergency, something 
is hidden under cover of this Fateh also." 

‘Emergency ! Hidden !! What has happened to you doctor 
that you are after me this morning ? Didn't you find someone else 
to berate ?" 

‘This was the kind of informal meeting of two friends, one 
doctor and other police commissioner. |n fact, the initial visit of 
the commissioner as a patient brought him closer to the doctor. 
Having recovered from his illness the commissioner came under 
the influence of the charming personality of the doctor. And 
when-ever he happened to come to that side, he would drop in 
for informal chat. 

The doctor teased him in his usual style, "Sat Sri Akal by 
a pandit ! God may forbid, it may rain suddenly." 

"Doctor, | am aware of the rough and ugly image of the 
police, but this log of flesh, blood and emotions is also a human 
being, yar." \ ; 

"It appears to be a special date today that a police officer 
is behaving in a polite and sentimental manner." 

_ "Yes, now you have started understanding me. You 
know, how it started. Last week, ! was observing the interrogation 
of a fifty two years old man. Being the S.P. Incharge, | was 
personally supervising The man did not yield even after physical 
and mental torture. | became impatient and interrupted in my 
rough and ragged style. The old man responded, ‘Why the hell 
are you so cruel to an old man ? It appears power has spoiled 
your senses that you have forgotten the moral values and value 
of human life." 

"Perhaps; may be;" | took it lightly and tried to build 
pressure on him, “Okay, you take it like that ; But you are 
mistaken, you have seen my gentleness and patience and not 
the anger. All right, just tell me, on whose support are you 
bearing so much torture ? After all, who is behind you ?" 

“Support ; My support is my God—The Almighty, Who 
takes care of both the worlds, Who is omnipresent and is present 
with me. Don’t be mistaken that | am unsupported. But, officer, 
can you tell me, if you are dragged into a grave situation, whom 
shall you turn to, in this universe ?" 

This question by the old man pushed me behind the dark 
clouds. 

"You shall remain in dark, no candle shall be spared for 
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you; Nevertheless, | shall be given the light of many suns by Him. 
| bear all this because | am taught by Him about life and how to 
live it, how to accept His order, obey it and live within His will; 
And at the same time, | am taught not to curse anyone. For your 
mistakes, he shall settle the account, | am nobody, | have no 
right. Justice rests with Him. How can | do that, | do not even 
qualify for this. And let me clarify here that you are no stranger | 
to me. | find His reflection in you, perhaps that forbids me from 
“ cursing you." 

| was shaken by his talk. But | tell you doctor, his bold 
remarks made me grateful to him, as that enabled me to realise 
His spirit in the old man. You will be surprised to know that | 
bowed before him and virtually begged for forgiveness. That 
made me gradually to learn the art of living. My hats off to that 
old man and his Sikh way of living. He motivated and moulded me 
back to tune my mind to Him, | am a changed man now. | repeat 
Lord Rama’s Name at least for half an hour in the morning. You 
believe me, doctor. | am always out now to look forward to see 
Him in every person | meet." 

This made the doctor sentimental too. He embraced his 
commissioner friend. His heart throbbed for him. He saluted with 
due respect, offered him a seat and paid his regards in a style 
similar to a priest, bowing before his Thakur jr. 


LeeQus2 
GOD’S GRACE 


Sajjan Singh bowed to tcuch the feet of doctor sahib. 
Then he conveyed his deep sense of gratitude. The patients 
around looked at Sajjan Singh with surprise. 

"So all went well", doctor sahib enquired. 

"Yes sir, of course with your grace. The operation was 
successful and my brother has recovered very well. We are all 
grateful to you." 

"Thanks to me ? doctor sahib expressed his astonishment, 
"Oh no ; Not the least. You should be grateful to Him—His grace 
has saved your brother." 

Sajjan Singh instantly quipped, “We are thankful to you 
since you helped us to achieve through the gift of Nam; otherwise 
the news of operation in itself was enough to create a hell for us 
all. Do another favour and oblige us by disclosing the name of the 
saint, whose Nam...... - 

The doctor interrupted, "What non-sense ! Don't talk 
foolishly, please. Infact it was a Shabadfrom Guru Granth Sahib 
which was written by the fifth Nanak, Sri Guru Arjun Dev Ji. He 
is omnipresent. He is always with us as Sri Guru Granth Sahib. 
In 
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We must understand that Shabad is Guru himself and repetition 
of His name creates an atmosphere of His Holiness where His 
devotees are blessed. Coming in-tune with Him through His 
Nam—Shabad by reciting repeatedly from the core of the heart, 
automatically gets all the demands fulfilled, just as a child gets 
his favourite ice-cream from his father without even asking for 
it." & 

Still unconvinced Sajjan Singh argued, "But sir, you 
always need a Gury—guide after all, then only the Nam—the 
Shabad....." 

"You are right to some extent. Listen, Sri Guru Granth 
Sahib Ji is our Guru. Therefore, we do not need any guide, 
teacher, Guru, patron or middle man. Understand." 

"But sir, you gave me assurance so boldly and affirmatively 
that all shall be well with His grace. After all you must had some 
one to give you that confidence..." 

The doctor sahib interrupted, "Why do not you 
understand? Look; President’s son is not to ask for any favour; 
neither does he require any introduction to the gatemen; all 
barriers are cleared for his welcome much before his arrival, 
provided he is a favourite son of his father. Likewise, | may tell 
you that you always win His favour, if you recite His Name’ 
sincerely. It was with this belief | could assure you that you will 
have His favour provided you remember Him from the core of 
your heart. God is great, so is His grace. He is always with you 
- so your work will be completed with His grace." _ 

Sajjan Singh was greatly impressed ; so were the other 
patients. Doctor sahib’s faith in God, reaffirmed their faith in Him 


further. ---Q--- 


NOBLEMAN 


When | reached the hospital to enquire about my younger 
brother, | found that all the relatives, friends and even the 
doctors were praising one and the only one person. And Lo! he 
was there as every body rushed towards ,the direction the 
gentleman was coming. He placed the fruit he had brought for 
the patient, enquired about his health and: after expressing his 
good wishes for the early recovery of the patient, he left. | was 
iold that he is the person of an angel, who heiped save my 
brother. His obligation to our family cannot be forgotten. ... 

! said, "He appears to bea von gentleman, without 
any signs of pride." i iss te a 

"Yes no doubt about that", said my breather "Just fory your 
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information, he is an inspector in the Punjab police." 

"Inspector ! Police |! Obliged | All the things together. No 
one would believe that." 

"Of course you have a point. but believe me, all the three 
things are correct and coexist in that ma n." And then he narrated 
the whole story as to what had happened. He (my brother) was 
returning home at night after closing his shop. He met with an 
accident because of a newly constructed speed breaker of which 
he was not aware. He received head injury as he fell down and 
became unconscious. A patrol of the CRPF spotted him and 
informed the area inspector of police, i.e., the gentleman, you 

“He reached the site of the accident spot in a jiffy. He 
asked the constable to take charge of the scooter, turban, watch 
and cash and got me admitted in the hospital. He not only 
informed my father, but helped the family members to reach the 
hospital. He handed over all the belongings to my father. Not. 
only this, he even helped monetarily to make the advance 
deposit that fell short. He regularly visits to the hospital since the 
day of admission." 

It made a deep impression on my mind, both of the 
incident as well as the heroic role played by the police inspector. 
| could not stop myself praising the police officer that evening, 
while sitting in the company of senior police officials, who looked 
elated and proud, remarked, "This is not a new thing for him; 
such acts of selfless services have already been credited to him 
many a times earlier also; he is agem. Let me tell you something 
more, although he belongs to a scheduled caste family, yet | do 
not have any hitch to admit that he has surpassed us many times 
through his deeds." 

- | was overwhelmed. It became difficult for me to decide 
whether | should pay my respects to this nobleman as Rangreta 
Guru Ka Beta or should | bow before him taking him Bhai 
Ghanayia of Kalyug. oreeQ---- 


LALA JI HAS TURNED ME SIKH 


Manmohan Singh was fond of introducing himself as 
Manmohan : using Singh as a postfix to his name looked odd to 
him. The long cherished dream came true as he received an 
invitation from his brother for a holiday trip to the United States. 


After a year or so, he returned as of MacMohan, disowning his 
an 
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Sikh form. After a short span, the American vanished and he 
rehabilitated to his Punjabi life style, but without keeping his hair. 
Friends and relatives tried their best but their advice did not work 
as he never agreed to observe Sikh way of life. He was so 
adamant in his views that he refused to discuss this subject. So 
the matter was closed as everybody stopped pestering him and 
. gave up. But God is Great. His ways are unique, unfathomable. 
After some time, a situation arose where Manmohan had to 
repent as realization dawned on him that the solution lay in 
reverting back to the Sikh faith and tradition. It so happened that 
one day when he had gone to the market; he found himself in a 
big procession on the eve of Gurpurabcelebrations. People were 
being pushed as the crowd moved on, Manmohan among them 
was also pushed. The usual request to Manmohan by these 
people was, “Lala ji please get aside" "My dear seth sahib, give 
way", "O babu ji, let me pass by" or and so on. Such exhortations 
deterred him even from paying his respects to Sri Guru Granth 
Sahib ji. He was deeply upset and despondent. On returning 
home, he went straight to his room and wept repeating, "| am not 
a Lala, not a Seth; | am His Singh." 

The incident motivated him sufficently that he re-adopted 
the Sikh form. He felt obliged to those who had called him Lala 
ji etc. Reaction on the incident brought forward his frank views 
that he was factually very grateful to the persons calling him Lala 
ji. In fact, all of his well-wishers were grateful to the Almighty that 
Manmohan Singh was redeemed. His ways are inscrutable. 


CREDIT 


My friend was in a serious mood. His rose-wet eyes could 
not stop me to ask, “Have you been weeping, “! asked, “O, friend 
is like that ?" 

“After all what is the matter ? | hope all is well or..." 

".. That way all is well but the night before yesterday was 
very tough for us." 

And then he started narrating the whole incident, “You 
know my sister's daughter was married only two and a half 
months back. She received a message from railway authorities 
that her son in law had received a head injury. The entire family 
was deeply upset, many wept. It was 1.00 a.m. in the morning. 
We rushed immediately by car to the railway station. The three 
hour journey was a Himalyan task. There was gloom all around. 
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My sister was sobbing, worrying about the future of her daughter. 
Her husband was repeatedly crying, ‘Our son in law has been 
very good, a thorough gentleman, had no bad habits, | fail to 
understand, how he met with an accident "!n fact, | too was filled 
with anxiety as thinking about the future of the girl. 

Finally we reached our destination and approached the 
station master. He was a nice, God-fearing person. He was 
waiting for us in the late hours. He sent a person to escort us to 
the hospital. To get a first hand information, | enquired in a low 
tone about the patient. 

He replied, “Sir, the injured person appears to be young, 
must be in his twenties. We got your address from his pocket, we 
were able to inform you." 

There was s short break of relief for me. But for the 
address, nothing else resembled our son in law. There was a 
hope. My brother in law expressed instant feeling of gratitude to 
Him. After visiting the patient, we immediately rushed to the 
house of our son in law. The unexpected arrival of all the family 
members astonished him. My sister hugged and kissed his 
forehead, blessed and wished him a long life. During preliminary 
conversation, he told us that he had delivered registration 
papers of his car to his foreman to pay the premium. He took us 
to the house of his foreman. The foreman said that he entrusted 
the job to his younger brother. We went back to the railway 
hospital. By then his brother had been shifted to the Brown 
hospital on the advice of raiiway doctor. There the patient’s folks 
were attending on him day and night and with proper medical 
care the boy had regained consciousness that day after remaining 
unconcious for two days. 

“Is his recovery dite to your hard work or does the credit 
goes to the doctors ?" 

“Perhaps, to both." 

“But are not you leaving out the credit due to the station 
master ?" 

“Oh Yes. | am sorry; he shares the credit equally. He has 
been very kind, took personal interest by arranging and 
supervising the message and attended the medical treatment. 
He even spent money from his own pocket for certain medicines.” 

"What about your son in law ? Didn't he contribute ?" 
ae “Oh indeed. His contribution has not been less than 
anyone else. He served the patient inperson, both with money 
and blood and was there in the hospital for two nights. In fact, the 
family of the foreman is greatly indebted to him." 

- i: "[ may tell you that had we not brought him here, his 
survival was immpossible."* 
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“But | think, this is your biggest mistake. You are wrong 
here. If you were informed of his accident, no one out of your 
family would have gone there ; not even your son in law. Instead, 
he might have handed over some money to his foreman for 
medical aid, advising him to rush to the spot. All this is 
manifestation of Lord’s will. Thanks are due to Him only. The 
method was, it is He who created the chain of events, involving 
many in tha evacuation of the patient to the hospital, his medical 
care and recovery. The Master is perfect, the greatest and 
compassionate. And yet you are taking all the credit." 

"No no, no sir; | am afraid you misunderstand me. In 
fact, all credit goes to Him only ; under whose orders all of us live 
and carry out our allotted task. | am really very sorry and render 
my unconditional apologies for my act of foolhardiness." 


TRUE LOVE 


Friendship needs no introduction ; nor is it a slave to any 
caste, religion, society, age or expectation. It could be an instant 
experience. God knows, where, why and with whom this may 
happen. | am referring such a friendship between a wasp anda 
bhanwara. 

| Formal introduction of each of them includes, bhanwara 
being a gentle creature, having lust for love, keeping an eye on 
the young flowers and always fondling for scent and nector ; 
while other character is a wasp-the violent, black beauty, with a 
rough nasal snore, flying noisily, proud of it’s sacks of poison. 
Both used to meet in the garden as they returned home after a 
day long toil and exchange of views was a routine. The hidden 
power of intimate love brought informal proximity that created an 
atmosphere for a formal invitation to each other, so as to provide 
a glimpse of their individual life style. Toss favoured the wasp to 
invite first. He escorted his friend the very next day to his so 
called home—thé slum garbage area. Although bhanwara did 
feel a sense of checking because of the foul smell, yet he 
remained composed and expressed his deep sense of gratitude 
to his friend for his kind hospitality. Having thanked him profusely, 
he invited his friend, the wasp. 

So the wasp was the bhanwara’s guest, next morning. 
They reached the garden where bhanwara allowed his friend to 
enjoy the nector of grown and growing flowers of different 
varieties. At dusk the bhanwara requested his friend io prepare 
for return journey. But the wasp was too engrossed in the 
enchanting and hypnotic environment and despite bhariwara’s 


wl 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji eLibrary 


NamdhariElibrary@ gmail.com 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji eLibrary 


insistence, he stayed on. The bhanwara had to return alone. The 
wasp got entangled beneath the petals of the flower. 

With the passage of time, the two friends had a chance 
to meet again. Overcome with a feeling of guilt, the bhanwara 
was upset and was very reserved. He kept his head low and was 
so ashamed of himself that he had cheated and betrayed his 
friend. Admitting his guilt, he sought the wasp’s forgiveness. But 
the wasp's reply was contrary to what he expected. The wasp 
expressed a deep sense of gratitude. The bhanwara was surprised 
over the response of the wasp who was beholden tothe bhanwara 
for bringing such a drastic change in his life. He described the 
sweet smell and nector of the flowers infinitaly better than the 
weight under which he was submerged. He said, "My dear friend, 
| am grateful and deeply indebted as you arranged my visit to the 
garden; compared to your daily visits to the valley of flowers | 
achieved much-more in my single visit." 

He continued further, “Night passed andthe next morning, 
His devotee plucked flowers for presenting at His feet : and he 
plucked the one in which | was imprisoned. In the basket | was 
fearful of the unknown fate that awaited wondering as to what 
would happen to me, what was he going to do, where was he 
taking me? To be frank, ! was very angry with you for bringing 
this misfortune to me. [et me tel! you that | pledged to my-self 
that if God saved me from the present, my first act would be to 
teach you a lesson to clear the account. But, to my surprise, all 
ugly thoughts disappeared as soon as the devotee placed the 
flowers at His feet. The heart which was not satisfied ever, 
achieved it’s peak of contentment. The atmosphere kept me 
spell bound. Both my heart and mind were in spirituai bliss a full 
day and night. The next mcrning fresh flowers replaced the stale 
ones, which were removed and submerged in the running water. 
Water loosened the flower siege and enabled me to fly out of the 
flower. Believe me my dear, niether do | want to go back to my 
old home, nor do | wish to visit your garden. My heart longs for 
re-creation of those blissful moments, | wish | could spend my 
rest of life in the same mood-undisturbed, unconcerned, and 
unperturbed. tn fact, do about the rest of the world not have any 
grudges against you, believe me. On the other hand, | have a 
deep sense of respect and devotion towards you." And these 
were the last words with which the wasp left the place, after 
paying regards to bhanwara, in a style similar to a disciple who 
is bowing with respect before his teacher. However, to me it 
appeared as if he was paying respect like "Dhanna Bhagat" paid 
his gratitude to Pandit ji from whom he actually received his 
Thakur ji, 
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A FAULTY BEING 


In the evening | returned from work and headed straight 
for the garden to relax after an exhausting day. | asked the 
servant to fetch me a cold drink. 

Though tired, | was happy. Today | had become the 
owner of anther factory. Now | owned five factories in all and 
could count myself among the leading industrialists. 

Suddenly, my attention was drawn towards the trees and 
the plants all round me. The trees seemed to be having a 
whispered conference among themselves. Fascinated, | began 
to listen closely. , 

The Papaya tree was complaining about the marks and 
scratches on its trunk, whick were caused by its own branches 
and leaves, thus spoiling its natural beauty. 

The Mulberry was unhappy because its branches had 
caused boil-like blisters to form on its surface. The Poplar was 
preening itself because of the satin-smooth trunk, but it too was 
disappointed with its dry and rough patches. 

A little apart stood the Gooseberry with its trunk all black 
and crooked. The branches were twisted oddly yet it stood there 
peacefully. It had no complaint for its Creator for making it so 
crude and ugly. It sat squat, small-leaved and with torn-filled 
branches as it offering prayers of thankgiving to the Lord. 

"What a large heart it has |! What humility |! And so much 
love for the Giver of all good things.” | thought but a question 
remained in my mind. 

"And it is blessed wit wonderful gifts also." A voice from 
the unknown seemed to reply. 

And then suddenly, a group of laughing, chattering children 
surrounded the Gooseberry tree, which appeared to have enough 
fruit for all of them and gladly distributed them without 
discrimination as in a Langar. The other trees looked resentful at 
this ones popularity. 

My thought changed suddenly, and | heard my self say, 
over and over again, "Its you, my Lord, only you, and everything 
belongs to you. | am not the owner, you are. In my ignorance | 
took credit, please forgive me. All that | have, has beer given to 
me by you !" 

A feeling of lightness and serenity enveloped me. | felt 
that for my whole life | would seek inspiration from the selfless 
fruit tree. 

“Mohe naa visaaro main jan tera." i 
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aT: 


Our Sikh Brethern ! Awake 


You are being ECLIPSED. You are being 
deviated by the cleverer people and being 
VICTIMISED. You are being deprived of your 
character, your manly look is being effiminated. 
NAY, you are being disfigured. You are being made 
a VICTIM of the VICES. You are being duped by 
FLIMSY honours, your TURBAN is being taken off. 
TAKE CARE OF IT. It has brought you all the honours. 
lt has made you a SARDAR, why loose it ? 


Why turn a sheep of a LION ? BEWARE, 
Some other lion will then eat you up. Our great 
HERITAGE is our PRIDE, why to loose it ? Recollect 
the greatness of the GREAT GURU. 
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J ADAPT yourself to His living and to His FORM. 
J MAINTAIN your relations with Him and preserve 
| your position of a SINGH of the GURU. That is the 
| only secret behind your name and FAME in the 
f WORLD. : 
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KEEP YOUR TURBAN IN TACT 


So Long as the KHALSA maintains his Identity. 
He shall Remain imbued with my VITALITY. 


—Guru Gobind Singh Ji 
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